LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

" He had his education at a private school, kept by a
capable but very cruel man called Brown, in Nelson
Street, and then at the High School of Edinburgh. His
first year, or half-year, was in the old building down
Infirmary Street, and I have often heard him tell how he
took part in the procession to the new and beautiful
place upon the Calton Hill. Piper was his master, a
fellow much given to thrashing. He never seems to
have worked for any class that he attended; and in
Piper's took a place about half-way between the first
and last of a hundred and eighty boys. Yet his friends
were among the duxes. He tells most admirably how
he once on a chance question got to the top of the class
among all his friends; and how they kept him there
for several days by liberal prompting and other obvious
devices, until at last he himself wearied of the fierce
light that beat upon the upper benches. ' It won't do/
he said. * Good-bye/ And being left to his own re-
sources, he rapidly declined, and before that day was
over was half-way back again to his appropriate level.
It is an odd illustration of how carelessly a class was
then taught in spite of the many stripes. I remember
how my own Academy master, the delightful D'Arcy
Thompson, not forty years later, smelling a capable boy
among the boobies, persecuted the bottom of the class
for four days, with the tawse going at a great rate;
until the event amply justified his suspicion, and an

inveterate booby, M------by name, shot up some forty

places, and was ever afterwards a decent, if not a dis-
tinguished pupil.

" On one occasion my father absented himself from
the idle shows of the Exhibition day, and went offn
